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Thomas  Franklin  Waters 

Died  at  Ipswich,  Massachusetts,  November  23d,  1919 

The  funeral  serince  ivas  held  in  the  Sovih  Congregational  Church 
of  Ipswich  on  Thursday,  November  ^6,  1919,  a/  '2  o* clock  P.  M.  In 
spite  of  a  cold  driving  rain-siorniy  the  Church  was  filled  with  a  gather- 
ing of  the  representative  men  and  women  of  Ipswich  and  near-by 
toicns.  The  service  was  conducted  by  Rev.  Paul  G.  Macy,  Minister 
of  Eliot  Congregational  Church  of  Roxbury,  Mass.,  a  former  Min- 
ister of  the  First  Church  in  Ipsicich,  assisted  by  Rev.  Robert  B. 
Parker,  Rector  of  Ascension  Memorial  Church  of  Ipswich.  Mr. 
Macy's  address  was  in  substance  as  follows : 


HIS  is  not  a  place  for  a  eulogy,  my  friends, 
even  were  I  capable  of  giving  one.  In- 
deed, Mr.  Waters  would  be  the  last  to  de- 
sire it.  He  loved  simplicity.  In  fact,  one 
of  the  earliest  counsels  which  he  gave  to  me,  a  young 
Minister,  out  of  his  rich  experience  was  never  to  make 
remarks  at  a  funeral  service  but  simply  to  bring  the 
spiritual  comfort  of  the  great  passages  of  scripture,  the 
blessings  of  prayer,  and  perchance  a  bit  of  a  poem. 
Nor  is  a  eulogy  necessary.  You  who  are  gathered  here 
in  such  numbers,  despite  the  storm,  know  far  better 
than  I  of  Mr.  Waters'  long  life  of  service  in  this  place, 
as  Minister,  neighbor,  friend,  fellow  citizen,  lover  of 
Ipswich,  preserver  of  all  that  is  best  in  the  towTi's 
history.  All  these  years  he  has  gone  in  and  out  among 
you;  he  has  woven  himself  so  quietly  into  tlie  fabric 
of  your  community  life  that  you  scarcely  realize,  until 
that  fabric  is  torn  and  rent  bj^  his  departure,  how  large 


a  place  of  influence  he  held  and  how  greatly  he  had  en- 
deared himself  to  all. 

But  if  I  cannot  deliver  a  eulogy,  neither  can  I  re- 
frain at  this  ** good-bye  service"  from  bringing  my 
humble  tribute  to  him  as  my  friend.  Mrs.  Elizabeth 
Barrett  Browning  once  said  to  Charles  Kingsley, 
*'AVhat  is  the  secret  of  your  life.^  Tell  me  that  I  may 
make  mine  beautiful,  too."  He  replied,  *'I  had  a 
friend."  So  one  might  answer  who  had  Mr.  Waters 
for  a  friend.  His  friendship  was  of  that  kind — one 
which  enriched  life  and  made  it  more  worth  the  living. 
You  will  recognize  in  the  little  personal  things  of  which 
I  shall  speak  qualities  which  are  familiar  to  you  all 
for  they  are  true  to  his  friendly  spirit. 

It  was  Mr.  Waters  who,  when  I  was  ordained  to  the 
Christian  ministry  in  the  old  First  Church  on  the  hill, 
gave  me  the  Right  Hand  of  Fellowship  and  who  from 
his  rich  knowledge  of  the  past  made  me  feel  at  one  with 
the  illustrious  men  that  had  occupied  the  pulpit  in 
bygone  days.  That  right  hand  of  fellowship  was  not 
formal;  it  was  real,  and  it  was  never  withdrawn.  It 
was  Mr.  Waters  again  who  at  the  farewell  service 
when  I  left  the  old  Church  spoke  such  gracious  words 
of  appreciation  and  Godspeed.  And  what  a  comfort 
it  was  all  through  my  ministry  to  know  that  there 
was  always  Mr.  Waters  to  fall  back  on  in  an  emer- 
gency! If  I  were  suddenly  taken  with  a  sore  throat 
on  Saturday  night  he  gladly  took  my  place  in  the  pul- 
pit on  Sunday  morning  even  at  short  notice.  In  fact, 
I  think  it  was  typical  of  one  thing  we  all  came  to  feel 
in  regard  to  him — that  we  could  rely  on  Mr.  Waters. 


He  became  a  Minister,  as  it  were,  for  the  whole  town. 
No  matter  what  the  denomination  of  the  Church,  if 
the  Minister  was  away  or  disabled  Mr.  Waters  was 
the  one  to  fill  the  gap.  From  the  simplest  of  friendly 
services,  to  the  dedication  of  a  noble  building,  wherever 
he  could  lend  a  hand  that  aid  was  given  efficiently 
and  graciously.  Especially  was  his  interest  and  care 
bestowed  on  the  two  ancient  churches.  He  loved 
them  for  their  glorious  heritage  and  he  labored  dili- 
gently, especially  in  the  latter  years,  for  the  union  of 
effort  and  a  deepening  of  friendly  co-operation. 

I  love  to  think  of  Mr.  Waters  in  his  home.  There 
was  a  life  of  simplicity  and  richness  which  we  read  about 
but  too  seldom  know  in  our  day.  ^Miat  a  relief  amidst 
the  bustle  and  stir  of  a  mechanical,  restless  age  to  go 
into  that  home  of  peaceful,  quiet,  and  enriching  in- 
fluences !  And  its  quietness  did  not  come  from  an 
absence  of  activity,  for  Mr.  W^aters  had  the  genius  of 
accomplishing  things  in  an  unobtrusive  way  while 
most  of  us  would  have  been  fretting  and  worrying 
about  how  we  were  going  to  do  them.  He  united  in 
a  wonderful  way  a  keenness  of  intellect  with  the  pa- 
tience and  painstaking  care  that  could  perfect  to  the 
smallest  detail.  The  books  and  articles  w^hich  came 
from  his  pen  are  a  witness  to  this  thoroughness  and 
accuracy  in  all  that  he  did. 

I  like  to  remember  Mr.  Waters  in  his  garden — and 
one  found  him  there  often,  for  he  was  a  true  lover  of 
Nature.  How  finely  he  cared  for  his  flowers  and 
shrubs  and  what  joy  he  took  in  their  growth !  And 
his  love  of  Nature  took  him  far  afield.     He  roamed  the 


meadows  and  woods,  the  hills  and  valleys,  not  only  of 
the  immediate  neighborhood  but  even  far  into  the 
White  Mountains.  How  he  could  enrich  one's  life 
out  of  his  experience  in  God's  out-of-doors,  far  too  un- 
familiar to  most  of  us  but  an  open  book  to  him ! 

Not  only  was  Mr.  Waters  a  lover  of  Nature  but  of 
Art  and  especially  of  Music.  I  recall  how  faithful 
and  interested  he  was  in  every  endeavor  for  better 
musical  education  and  in  our  recent  enterprise  of  the 
Community  Chorus.  He  loved  the  great  oratorios  and 
sung  himself  into  the  spirit  of  the  great  composers. 
Thus  again  he  enriched  not  only  his  own  life  but  the 
lives  of  those  with  whom  he  came  in  contact. 

But  of  all  the  places  in  which  our  imagination  re- 
calls his  presence,  none  is  more  conspicuous,  in  the  last 
decade  at  least,  than  the  Historical  House.  There, 
if  he  had  done  no  other  thing,  Mr.  Waters  would 
leave  a  fitting  monument  to  his  genius.  For  when  we 
think  of  the  Ipswich  Historical  Society  and  the  His- 
torical House  we  must  think  of  him.  I  shall  never 
forget  the  happy  evenings  spent  in  that  wonderful 
old  sitting-room  with  the  great  open  fire  blazing  cheer- 
ily and  Mr.  Waters  telling  in  his  fascinating  style  of 
the  life  lived  in  old  Ipswich.  How  he  made  it  all  so 
real,  how  one  could  picture  it  so  clearly,  how  enjoyable 
were  the  keen  flashes  of  humor  that  pervaded  his 
stories !  No  one  can  estimate  the  service  which  he  has 
rendered  to  this  community  in  so  carefully  preserving 
for  the  future  the  best  things  of  the  past,  of  making  so 
clear  to  us  the  heritage  that  is  ours.  These  are  just 
a  few  random  thoughts,  my  friends,  among  the  many 


memories  of  Mr.  Waters  that  crowd  into  my  mind. 
They  do  scant  justice  to  a  life  which  filled  so  large  a 
place  in  the  world.  I  count  Mr.  Waters'  life  as  a 
triumph  of  Christian  manhood.  We  live  in  a  day 
when  the  world  is  seething  with  strife  and  conflict, 
when  the  problems  are  perhaps  greater  than  ever  be- 
fore. I  cannot  but  feel  that  the  real  solution  for  the 
unrest  and  turmoil  lies  in  lives  like  his.  I  trust  that 
you  will  see  to  it  that  his  example  and  his  achievements 
are  not  forgotten,  that  he  shall  live  on  in  your  lives 
and  the  lives  of  your  children  to  the  great  good  of 
Ipswich  and  of  the  world.  The  poets  can  express  a 
sentiment  far  better  than  is  possible  in  prose,  and  in 
closing  I  would  like  to  bring  as  a  tribute  to  my  friend 
a  poem  taken  with  slight  alteration  from  James  Whit- 
comb  Riley's  "Away." 

I  cannot  say,  and  I  will  not  say 
That  he  is  dead — he  is  just  away. 

With  a  cheery  smile  and  a  wave  of  the  hand, 
As  he  wandered  into  an  unknown  land. 

And  left  us  dreaming  how  very  fair 

It  needs  must  be,  since  he  lingers  there. 

And  you, — O  you,  who  the  wildest  yearn 
For  the  old-time  step  and  the  glad  return, — 

Think  of  him  faring  on,  as  dear 

In  the  love  of  There  as  the  love  of  Here: 

And  loyal  still,  as  he  gave  the  blows 

Of  his  manhood  strength  against  manhood's  foes, — 


Mild  and  gentle,  as  he  was  brave — 
When  the  sweetest  love  of  his  life  he  gave 

To  simple  things — where  the  violets  grew — 
Pure  as  the  eyes  they  were  likened  to. 

The  touches  of  his  hands  have  strayed 
As  reverently  as  his  lips  have  prayed: 

When  the  little  brown  thrush  that  harshly  chirred 
Was  dear  to  him  as  the  mocking-bird. 

And  he  pitied  as  much  as  a  man  in  pain, 
A  writhing  honey-bee  wet  with  rain. 

Think  of  him  still  as  the  same,  I  say. 
He  is  not  dead — he  is  just  away ! 


The  following  poem  was  read  by  request  of  the  family: 

RECOMPENSE 

We  are  quite  sure 

That  He  will  give  them  back — bright,  pure  and  beautiful, 

We  know  that  He  will  keep 

Our  own  and  His  until  we  fall  asleep. 

We  know  He  does  not  mean 

To  break  the  strands  reaching  between 

The  Here  and  There. 

He  does  not  mean — though  Heaven  be  fair — 

To  change  the  spirits  entering  there 

That  they  forget 

The  eyes  upraised  and  wet. 

The  lips  too  still  for  prayer, 

The  mute  despair. 

He  will  not  take 

The  spirits  which  He  gave,  and  make 

The  glorified  so  new 

That  they  are  lost  to  me  and  you. 

I  do  believe 

They  will  receive 

Us, — you  and  me, — and  be  so  glad 

To  meet  us,  that  when  most  I  would  grow  sad 

I  just  begin  to  think  about  that  gladness 

And  the  day 

When  they  shall  tell  us  all  about  the  way 

That  they  have  learned  to  go — 

Heaven's  pathways  show. 


My  lost,  my  own  and  I 

Shall  have  so  much  to  see  together  by  and  by. 

I  do  believe  that  just  the  same  sweet  face 

But  glorified,  is  waiting  in  the  place 

^Yhe^e  w^e  shall  meet,  if  only  I 

Am  counted  worthy  in  that  by  and  by. 

I  do  believe  that  God  will  give  a  sweet  surprise 

To  tear-stained,  saddened  eyes. 

And  that  His  heaven  will  be 

Most  glad,  most  tided  through  with  joy  for  you  and  me. 

As  we  have  suffered  most.     God  never  made 

Spirit  for  spirit,  answering  shade  for  shade, 

And  placed  them  side  by  side — 

So  wrought  in  one — though  separate,  mystified 

And  meant  to  break 

The  quivering  strands  between.     When  we  shall  wake, 

I  am  quite  sure,  we  shall  be  very  glad 

That  for  a  little  while  we  were  so  sad. 

George  Klingle. 


The  following  poem  in  Mr.  Waters*  own  handwriting 
was  inserted  in  the  back  of  a  book  which  he  often  used  and 
is  here  quoted  as  being  unusually  true  of  his  own  life  : 

ILICET 

I  think  the  gentle  soul  of  him 
Goes  softly  in  some  garden  place. 

With  the  old  smile  time  may  not  dim 
Upon  his  face. 

He  who  was  lover  of  the  Spring, 
With  love  that  never  quite  forgets, 

Surely  sees  roses  blossoming 
And  violets. 

Now  that  his  day  of  toil  is  through, 

I  love  to  think  he  sits  at  ease. 
With  some  old  volume  that  he  knew 

Upon  his  knees. 

Watching,  perhaps,  with  quiet  eyes 
The  white  clouds'  drifting  argosy; 

Or  twilight  opening  flower-wise 
On  land  and  sea. 

Those  whom  he  loved  aforetime,  still, 
I  doubt  not,  bear  him  company; 

Yea,  even  laughter  yet  may  thrill 
Where  he  may  be. 

A  thought,  a  fancy — who  may  tell? 

Yet  I  who  ever  pray  it  so, 
Feel  through  my  tears  that  all  is  well; 

And  this  I  know — 

That  God  is  gentle  to  his  guest. 
And,  therefore,  may  I  gladly  say, 

"Surely  the  things  he  loved  the  best 
Are  his  to-dav." 


Heckman 

BINDERY.        INC. 
Bound-lb- Please* 

NOV  03 
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